MORNING

That the King was afraid of the Kaiser.   But would not
that have been perfectly obvious without all this elaborate
and expensive underground mechanism ?   Was it all worth
while ?   He was falling into one of those moods for which
all his life the alleviation had been alcohol.   So far he had
managed to avoid that treatment out here.    But if the
sun was going to shine eternally like this he must have
some recreation of the mind.   So why not take advantage
of Georgie Radcliffe's fancy for him ?    What emotional
responsibility would there be?    None.    Recreation . . .
just a recreation.    He leaned back in the car and closed
his eyes.   Ah, he could still feel the sun on his face.   He
was relieved that he could feel it, for the non-entity of
him in this utter fatigue was physical as well as mental.
It was like a palsy.    And one day this life here would
come to an end.   The war would finish.   There would
be a grand destruction of the records.   They would not
be kept like those in the Chancery.    So much fever of
industry for nothing.    And what should he do?    Go
back to the Danube and the Black Sea ?   To the reek of
oil ... to ostentatious dinners with his owner?    Old
Calamenopoulos  had always  been  very good  to him.
There he would be, sitting in that great garish house in
Bucharest.   And old Madame Calamenopoulos would be
wheezing away at the head of the table as usual.   So fat,
Oh, so very, very fat.    Yes, old Calamenopoulos had
thought what a good thing it would be if he were to
marry one of his pretty granddaughters.    And had he
not considered it ?    Such a pretty little girl.   What had
been her name ?   Oh, yes, Iphigenia.   But he had decided
that pretty little girls like Iphigenia were dangerous ex-
periments when approaching forty.    If the war had not